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Then, then, ye ocean warriors!

Our song and feast shall flow

To the fame of your name,

When the storm has ceased to blow;

When the fiery fight is heard no more,

And the storm has ceased to Mow.

T. CAMPBEI

BEKNAKDO   AND   ALPHONSO.

WITH some good ten of his chosen mens

Bernardo bath appeared
Before them all in the palace hall,

The lying King to "beard ;
With cap in hand and eye on ground,

He came in reverend guise,
But ever and anon he frowned,

And flaxne broke from his eyes,

" A curse upon th.ee," cries the King,

"Who contest unbid to me;
But what from traitor's blood should spring,

Save traitors like to thee ?
His sire, lords, had a traitor's heart;

Perchance our champion brave
May think it were a pious pai c

To share Don Sancno's grave."

" Whoever told this tale the King

Hath rashness to repeat,"
Cries Bernard, " here my gage I fling

Before the liar's feet.
No treason was in Sancho's blood,

No &tain in mine doth lie:
Below the throne what knight will own.

The coward calumny ?

" The blood that I like water sheds
When Koland did advance,

By secret traitors hired and led,

To make us slaves of France;